John
Drinkwater
With but a fool to tell
In his own silly word
That such a song was well
When the heroic mind
Was loud among mankind.
Loud upon land and sea
Victorious goodwill
Made music that the scribes
Of honour must record
Upon the utmost hill,
Among the hidden tribes
In forests of the night;
The coming of the lord,
No less, was that decree,
Thatbenison, that light;
And still because a tree
Made lyrics all the day
He stared the time away.
Poor fool, to spend the time
Of honour in a rhyme,
Because a wild bird set
His wisdom in a net.